MODERN TRAVEL

has conquered the wild. Earth, we are told, has
no more occult places. Men in a machine have
soared over Everest. Even the secret ravines of
Prester John's kingdom have been bombed and
gassed. What more is there for us to do ? It
was in the year 1900, or thereabouts, that the
explosive engine began to expedite the exploration
of the world, and brought the long task to a
speedy close; and this little anthology of mine
is confined to the writers of so revolutionary a
century. We have, in about a third of it, gone
farther from Richard Hakluyt than was he from
Ptolemy.

Richard Hakluyt tells us that, when a scholar
of Westminster, " that fruitful nursery/' he had
a half-holiday to spend, and visited his cousin,
a Gentleman of the Middle Temple. At that time,
some years were to go before Drake would begin
his circumnavigation. Richard, at his cousin's
place, found " lying open upon his board certaine
bookes of Cosmographie, with an universall
Mappe." He confessed to curiosity, and thereupon
his cousin instructed his ignorance, and pointed
with a wand " to all the knowen Seas, Gulfs, Bayes,
Straights, Capes, Rivers, Empires, Kingdomes,
Dukedomes, and Territories of ech part . . ."
and advised the Westminster boy of much else,
in particular directing attention to the io7th
Psalm. It was then that young Richard resolved
to " prosecute that knowledge and kind of litera-
ture, the doores whereof (after a sort) were so
happily opened before me."

That visit, in fact, settled for him the joyous
work of his life, the English Voyages. The year
of his resolve to testify to the work of English
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